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I lave fed the flocks of war; come ten years yet,
And though this day should drench them with more

death

Than that day's battle, not a stain shall stand
On their fresh face for witness.    Had God pleased
To set a strong man armed with hands to fight
And on his head his heritage to keep,
Sworded and crowned a king, in my sad stead,
To fill the place I had not might to hold,
And for the child then bitterly brought forth.
Unseasonable, that being but woman born
Broke with the news her father's heart, who died
Desperate in her of comfort, had he sent
The warrior that I would be, and in time
To look with awless eye on that day's fight
That reddened with the rum of our hopes
The hour that rocked my cradle, who shall say
The scathe of Pinkie Cleugh and all that blood
Had made the memory so unfortunate
Of that which was my birth-time ?   Being a man,
And timelier born to better hap than mine,
I might have set upon that iron day
Another mark than signs it in our sight
Red with reproach for even

BotkwdL                         Ay, my queen ?

These four nights gone you met me soldierlike
Escaped from Borthwick, whence I brought you in,
Three darkling hours past midnight, to Dunftar,
Where you put off that sheath of fighting man
For this poor woman's likeness yet you wear.